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Whispers of the night 


To all of the souls who wander alone at 
night, seeking warmth of the nocturnal 
moonlight, talking to the shadows of their 
selves, looking for the key to the truth, the 
key to their happiness, the key to their real 
nature. 


H. 
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About the author 

She was innocent and childish, saw 
beauty and depth everywhere, until she 
faced the cruelty of this merciless, harsh 
world. 

She decided to fight. 

She decided to sacrifice everything, 
Including her soft, kind soul. 
She got broken. She fell. Life crushed 
her. 

But then, she rose again. 

And then, she got her pieces back 
together. 

Burnt her feelings and put the ashes 
in a stained box. 

Every now and then, she pulls it out, 
smells her burnt hopes and dreams. 
Every now and then, she regrets the old, 
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sweet her. 

But life is harsh, and her old 
self wouldn't survive. She had to 
change, 

She had to die, 

To be born again. 
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My Dear Old Friend the Moon 

Oh, old friend, do you remember our 
fugitive talks of the night, me 
whispering to the wind all what my 
heart bleeds for, and you waving to me 
in the wind, telling me to hold on, telling 
me to keep breathing hope even if it 
seems to be nothing but a lost myth, 
telling me to smile even when I crack in 
tears, not finding time to breathe. “Don’t 
cry too much.” You said, “You might 
suffocate by your painful tears 
someday.” But, is it better to keep them 
trapped inside, willing to explode at any 
moment, taking my life along? 

Oh, old friend, I miss the times we 
looked into each other’s bright side, 
thinking of what might the dark one 
looked like, wandering in our reflections 
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for so long that even time stops, that 
even the skies collapse in-between, 
attracted by the force of our unified 
souls. 

Do you remember when you were 
smiling at me as a child, telling me that 
my future is bright, that I should not 
fear the upcoming and be prepared for 
greatness? You see, Moon, I miss those 
times, where I had big hopes and bigger 
ambitions, where I felt that I can 
actually change the world into the 
utopian life I have always dreamed of, 
that I could become everything I’d want 
to be. I miss that hope, that confidence, 
that willingness to defeat the world and 
set my mind and thoughts free again. I 
miss believing in myself and believing 
that everyone is my friend, that 
everywhere is my home. I miss the 
innocence and ignorance of the child I 
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was. I miss the dreams I drew every 
night before going to sleep. I miss 
trusting the future me to achieve what I 
always dreamt to have and be. I miss 
being able to rely on what’s around me, 
believing naively, that everything would 
open the paths of success to me. I miss 
the night, Moon. I miss the nights you 
talked to me. I miss the nights you 
comforted me. I miss the cold breeze 
reminding me to keep my mind and soul 
fresh and alive, reminding me to breathe 
deeply and expect good things from life, 
reminding me that every little pain will 
fade away with the first breeze you send 
to tickle me and make me feel you close, 
right next to me, embracing my fragile 
soul and healing my little scars with 
your light. I miss our silent talks, I miss 
our imaginary walks, and I miss you so 
badly, my dear old friend, the Moon! 
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Look in the Mirror 

Look in the mirror, my darling, do you 
see your reflection? 

Do you see your face, your body, and all 
their imperfections? 

Do you feel the pain you hide inside, and 
the tears you heart bleeds? 

Do you see the chaos inside of your mind; 
do you see the many faces fear has 
collected inside of your soul? 

Do you feel the agony of your spirit, and 
the urge to go away from this world, 
away from space and time? 

Look again, my darling, you’ll see the 
perfect in your imperfections, the 
strength in your pain and the courage in 
your fear. 
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Embrace what’s within and you shall 
put the world on fire. 
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I will make of my skin a paper, 
And with a knife I’ll cut a vein, 

To make of my own blood an ink, 
That immortalizes all of my pain 
And sets free my soul in agony 
To release the shouts I never screamed. 
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*** 

I no longer long for any 

Mortal propriety that life offers me 

I only seek to be alone with my shadows 

Listening to the wind as it talks 

Feeling my soul flying slow 

To reach the path where walks 

Tied by a broken hope, every memory I 

lost 

And capture those running dreams of 

mine 

To set them back in my caged mind 
And make it shine within the darkness 
Of my thawing, shaking soul 
To make love find its way again 
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And purify my heart as I fall 
In the tenebrous lake of madness. 
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Spread your wings, butterfly 
Let the universe see your beauty 
Let the marvelous cosmos watch you 
As you fly above the cooling lands 
Of all those who didn’t show mercy 
To the lost soul you were 
When all you could do is crawl 
Moan alone crying your pain 
Struggling to keep life within your veins 
Fly away butterfly, fly away 
You were born with wings, 

Why prefer to crawl 
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Don’t Scar this Young Heart 

Don’t scar this young heart 

It hasn’t yet known hate 

Don’t make it bleed 

Its veins are yet to be filled 

With the bitter feeling of betrayal 

Don’t dare approach the sanctuary 

Where both love and pureness reside 

Hidden away from the 
monstrous outside 

Come no closer from the cracking gate 
That protects its fragile walls from hate 

From evil and all the sins 
carried around 

By the knights of the stolen parts 
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And the soldiers of lost hopes and fates 
Scar not this young, fresh heart. 
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How 1 


Hear me, wolves, when I yell at the 
night as its veil covers the land with 
dark shades of silence. 

Hear me when I scream to the world the 
emptiness of my soul and the pain I hide 
inside since my time began. 

Hear me as I confess to this dying, 
merciless world all of the sins humanity 
has carried around for centuries, 
torturing the innocent and burning all 
those who dared to demand rights 
offered to them by nature, and then 
enslave them after they thought they 
were living in liberty. 

Hear me as I unveil all of the 
conspiracies that have been held in the 
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shadows of the tenebrous rooms of evil 
and hypocrisy. 

Hear me out, you loyal friends of the 
moon, hear me out as I lay down my 
fragile agonizing words before you, as I 
uncover all of the demons I buried inside 
and fed with anger and hatred. 

Forgive me, faithful partners, if I failed 
my humble mission on this down world. 

Forgive me if I haven’t come to you 
before today. I had no choice for I had 
always been locked away in the 
miserable cages of fear, fear of humans, 
of these bloodthirsty monsters who only 
seek glory and fame, even if it meant 
taking thousands of lives, even if it 
meant spilling blood of so many 
innocents, for all what they seek is to 
have their cups full, full of blood, full of 
the poor’s gold; for their greed has 
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become nothing but worse over time, 
over war, over the screaming of all the 
martyrs, of the victims, of the innocents 
seeking nothing but peace to remain, 
and Justice to reign. 
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Your Soul 

“Your soul is so powerful.” She one day 
said to me. 

“And so is your demon.” 

“Your heart is so deep.” She one time 
told me. 

“And so is your pain.” 

“You are beautiful.” She whispered in 
my sleep. 

“And so are your scars.” 

“You are breathtaking!” She screamed in 
the wind, hugging me with her sweet 
looks. 

“And never let the world change that 
about you, or put out the burning shreds 
of your soul.” 
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The Biggest Challenge 

The biggest challenge in this down 
world, my darling, is to know how to 
fight the monster that is growing inside 
of you. 

Is to learn how to survive with one piece 
of a heart, and still give love and 
kindness to those in need. 

Is to shine bright when the sky turns 
black, when stars die, when hope fades 
away, when the world around you 
collapses into a vacuum. 

The biggest challenge, my dear, in your 
very short life; is to give light when 
everything feeds on darkness. 

Is to collect your broken pieces, one by 
one, and rebuild yourself from below 
yesterday’s ash. 
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Is to continue fighting, continue 
burning, even when life keeps breaking 
your soul into a million little pieces. 

Is to keep the child inside you alive and 
free, is to hear its laughs, and listen to 
its breathing, when silence takes over. 

Is to keep trying to fly, to spread your 
wings, ready to go high. 

When everything pulls you down to the 
river of emptiness. 

The biggest demons you have to face are 
those laying in your own shadows. 

Waiting for the night to come. 

To suck away the last drop of hope in you. 
And murder your inner child, once and for all. 
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That Urge... 

I feel the urge to write, to spill all of my 
blood over papers, building the empire of 
my sad madness from the flesh of my 
heart and the unfinished breaths of my 
soul. 

I feel the urge to tear my heart apart 
and then spread it on paper, write with 
my blood and tears all the sins I’ve 
never confessed, all the fears I’ve never 
shown, and paint the pain that troubles 
my inner peace and haunts my nights 
and dreams. 

My feelings are all entangled. That I no 
longer know what I truly feel toward 
anything. 
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It’s just a beautiful scary chaos inside, 
which is slowly sucking my life, one ray 
at once. 

And the outside isn’t that nice to see as 
well. 

Everyone seems to go away at some 
point, leaving me desperate, alone, 
diving slowly in depression, losing a bit 
of myself day after day. 

I no longer recognize myself in the 
mirror; is it really me? Is this scary 
shadow really what I used to be? That 
lovely girl everyone admired so much? 
No, I guess not. 

That lovely, loving girl is gone. She 
couldn’t bear life’s roughness and 
wouldn’t have lasted long if she survived 
to feel what I’m feeling, to survive the 
storms I’ve been trapped in, and to 
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conquer the hope that has been stolen 
from my heart, by those who murdered 
the child within me, by those who slayed 
every innocent wish I kept inside. 

But that change made me realize who I 
am. 

Awakened my consciousness and opened 
my eyes so that I could finally see the 
real “me”. 

I believed as a child that I was the worst 
kind of girls, that hell was, undoubtedly, 
my final destination; me, the innocent 
child who wanted nothing but to see her 
parents proud of her and her efforts 
appreciated by those she cared for. 

After 16 years, I knew what I really am. 
I’m well aware of my worth, and of the 
depth of my heart and the pureness of 
my feelings. 
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But the thing is, I lost every bit of 
confidence I once had. I no longer believe 
in my abilities as much as I’d want to. 

No matter how much I try, I always fail 
to restore my confidence. My stunning 
determination and my one-of-a-kind 
intelligence, and the efforts I make, all 
are vain; nothing ever works, and 
nothing brightens my days or lighten up 
my eyes and heart. 

I remain that broken, sad girl who 
holds her bleeding heart in one hand, 
and the burnt dreams she once had in 
the other. 
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The Night They Came for My 
Demons... 

I am a lost soul, a child of the night and 
a friend of the moon, wandering alone in 
the vast land of man, seeking to escape 
people’s ugly hearts and find a pure air 
to breathe, free of human lies and empty 
promises. 

I traveled the worlds of my mind and 
expanded the universes within me to 
create others, with brighter days and 
warmer nights. I lived alone for a while 
now, my scars got deeper as age stole a 
bit of my shattered heart. And the light 
of my soul faded away with every life I 
have given to my virtual worlds, my 
private home. 

One day as I went through the fields of 
singing flowers, and crying crows, I saw 
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a shadow coming towards me, a 
silhouette running after the wind to 
catch my steps and capture what’s left of 
me. I stood still, not able to move even a 
toe, as if it casts an enchantment on 
everyone who sees it, my heart was 
beating so fast I thought it’d actually 
come out at some point. 

The creature got closer and closer, 
slowly, tediously, then whispered in the 
wind: “Fear me not, little child of the 
Moon, fear me not, wandering young 
soul, I’m here to save you, save you from 
what haunts you, from the darkness 
that holds you prisoner, and all those 
gloomy thoughts you wish you didn’t 
have.” 

“There’s nothing to save me from” I said 
in a hurry, scared of what the creature 
would do to me next. “I’m fine as I am, 
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living the day, breathing pure air, and 
watching the world from a safe distance, 
I’m in security here, it’s my own creation; 
shouldn’t it be safe enough?” 

“Oh, poor child,” It whispered again, as 
it came even closer, “you do believe that 
indeed all of that chaos is your own 
creation? You do believe that all of these 
horrors actually reside within you? If 
you do, I’m afraid you’re very mistaken. 
Poor child, you indeed had a flame of 
madness in you, but only they could have 
made you make this hell a living home.” 

“I forbid you to say that about my home! 
As for ‘they’, there’s no one here but me, 
only some birds, those of my dreams, 
and some little creatures I call in my 
loneliness to keep me company ‘til 
dawn.” 
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“You’re not here because you willed it, 
poor child.” The creature said as it 
stepped even closer, “and you won’t be 
able to leave if you will it as well.” 

It came closer in a rush and covered me 
with its cape, it felt like I was choking 
on a plastic bag, as the tissue was 
blocking my mouth and nose. I screamed 
my last breaths and fought to come out, 
until all of my energy was consumed and 
ran out of air. The creature was flying, I 
suppose, but at some point, it slowed 
down, as if something was preventing it 
from going further. It suddenly made a 
horrible moan that almost deafened me. 
It was being sucked into something, a 
strong power that kept attracting it to 
the ground, to the soil of my world. 
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It dropped down in fragments of seconds, 
the united powers were stronger than it 
could handle on its own. 

I got dizzy, voices were haunting my 
head, the same as those I used to hear 
when I was young, but it can’t be real for 
those were only the echoes of whatever I 
watched during the day. 

I couldn’t feel my feet, as the voices got 
wilder. 

Then I blacked out. 

I woke up on a feather bed, covered with 
satin sheets and the window was wide 
open, with the most beautiful view I’ve 
ever seen or dreamed of before. The sun 
rays came into me, tickling my cheeks 
and brightening the room, birds were 
making enchanting melodies as in fairy 
tales. 
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I tried to get up and explore the 
marvelous castle I was in, but the 
minute I pulled the sheets off, someone 
came in. 

“You better not leave now,” He said, “it 
is not safe for you out there.” 

“What do you mean by it’s not safe? 
Where am I?” 

“You’re in the bright part, the world you 
neglected for too long, has now rescued 
you from evil.” 

“The demonic creature was indeed evil. 
But what about my other home, what 
about the lands I wandered in? What 
about the whispers of the wind? The 
butterflies of the dark that enlightened 
my lonely nights, and brought me stories 
from their world. Stories about angels 
and demons, about shadows 
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seeking revenge of those who dare trans¬ 
pass the freedom of the soul or murder 
the creativity in one’s heart. What about 
my life?” 

“There is no need to dramatize all of this, 
my dear, the world you were living in for 
too long has consumed the flame of hope 
in you, has ripped off your feelings for a 
while. You were unconscious of your 
surroundings, lived in a bubble, and 
thought you owned the world, but 
darling, you don’t.” 

“I do though.” I answered fiercely. “I do 
own my world, I created it! I was the 
queen there, the emperor, and 
everything worked fine for me. My rules 
were never broken, for I had total 
control of everything around me, for 
everything around me listened to my 
screams; and didn’t run away.” 
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“For everything around cared about my 
hidden scars, and didn’t feel disgust as I 
revealed those ugly parts of me.” 
“Because the spirits I called in my 
loneliness, and the monsters I adopted 
as my companions, accepted me the way 
I am, embraced my flaws and adored my 
little perfections.” 

“You see, that world of mine, as you say, 
hasn’t killed hope in me, but rather 
made me realize how dumb my wishes 
were, and how low my dreams were 
standing.” 

“For those demons of mine, have helped 
me face my darkness, helped me 
understand my essence.” 

“And let me build myself from the 
ground.” 

“To be stronger.” 


~ 34 ~ 



Whispers of the night 


“To be braver.” 

“To give more, and think better.” 

I stood up, and faced him, shocked, 
freezing, and speechless. 

“What have you got to say now, savior ?” 
I said as I passed by him, heading to the 
door, heading to the exit of this beautiful 
hologram, heading to the entry of the 
real world I lived in, the real place that 
hugged my bruises, and burnt the seeds 
of regrets and fake hope. 

“May you have a blissful life,” He finally 
said, “if you find peace among your 
demons, then you already have made it 
half ways to your truth. I salute you, 
warrior”. 

“We all salute you, warrior.” Repeated 
thousands of voices at the back, as one 
unit, one unbreakable unit. 
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The unit of my feelings. 
The unit of my worlds. 
The unit of my insides. 
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Maybe... 

Maybe you’re just too scared to hold the 
fire of your heart in your hand. 

Maybe you’re just too afraid to burn the 
world, trying to build yours. 

Maybe you’re not brave enough, yet, to 
fly high and spread the flame of 
creativity growing within you. 

Maybe you just haven’t realized, yet, 
that you’re a dragon. 

And not just a simple mockingbird. 
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Writer, be My Savior 

Hug me with your words, writer. 

Build me a shelter with your 
oblivious letters. 

Pour some of your immortal love in 
a cup for me to drink. 

For I have forgotten what it’s like to love, 
to feel, to live. 

Build me a house of your words and 
feelings, make me feel safe again, for 
fear has found in me a home, and 
refuses to leave my tortured heart-cabin, 
no matter means I use to cast it away. 
Please, hide my terror in your lines, and 
tell my story in the dark, so that no 
other soul can hear my whispers, or 
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catch the reflection of my shadow in the 
mirror of your eyes. 

Hug me with your soul, writer, for I 
have lost trust in mortals. 

I’m dying, slowly, soul keeper, so 
immortalize me on paper, and let what’s 
left of me live forever in-between the 
pages of your life, in-between the lines of 
your glamourous words, carrying a bit of 
me with each drop of ink. 

Bring me back to life, writer. 
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Set free your caged bird 
And you’ll learn how to fly. 
You were born with wings. 
Why prefer to crawl? 
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Guardian of the Galaxy 

She keeps her feelings and lost 
memories in a green stained box, locked 
with an ancient, elvish spell. 

Her secret garden of the soul has never 
been violated, nor has a human wandered 
in her mind, for she always casts 
protecting spells, before leaving her 
shelter and joining the outside world. 

She never feared the dark, nor has she 
felt any kind of worry towards death. 

She walks alone, followed by a holy 
silence only her heartbeats break. She is 
never fully conscious, for a part of her 
mind remains lost in the parallel world 
she lives in; somewhere between the 
trees of immortal kindness of her 
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heavenly forests, and the green lava of 
the volcanos of her tormented soul. 

She never looks at a bird and sees it as a 
bird, but rather as a creature that holds 
some of the stardust we’re made of, and 
therefore a part of the cosmos we live in. 
She never looks at a valley flower and 
sees it as one, but rather as a fairy from 
a forgotten world, where humans and 
the rest of the living creatures once lived 
in peace and harmony. 

She sees the beauty and the magic in 
every little thing she comes across, but 
the tragedy of the human life has made 
her hopeless, has turned her sweet, 
loving heart into a burnt museum of 
fossilized dreams and haunted paintings 
of her mind. She no longer trusts any 
human, nor does she see the light in the 
darkened hollows of their hearts. 
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She lost faith in humanity, she lost faith 
in the world. 

She lost faith in herself. 

For she feels too weak to make a change. 

For she senses her flame dying a bit 
every day, because of the winds of 
hatred and anger. 

She still fights for this world. 

She still fights for her heart to stay alive. 

She still fights, because she’s a warrior. 

Sent to restore love and honesty, in all 
those dead, sinking hearts of empty 
humans. 
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Haunter 

What if I told you that I live in your 
dreams, feed on your fears and 
breathe your anxiety? 

I never sleep, for I invade people’s 
minds at night, diving slowly in the 
lakes of their dreams, then come back to 
the surface as the new day begins, and 
get ready to suffer a bit under the light 
of the sun and the sky of a harsh world. 
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"I sent your demons away,” she said 
victoriously, “I freed you from grief and 
anxiety!" 

"What have you done, poor child? Don't 
you know that you just tossed away a 
part of me, the part who made me feel 
alive despite having an emotional 
paralysis?” 
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What a merciless world it is, my child! 
Beware of the monsters in disguise. 

Stay away from the sweet wolves of the 
day. 

And don't ever approach the angels of 
the night. They're only demons seeking 
to suck light out of your soul and 
conquer your heart to the world of evil. 
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Lili 

I miss Lili sometimes. She was 
everything I'm not; sweet, innocent, 
pure, willing to love and care for 
everyone. 

She had so much to say and loved to 
share her thoughts with others. She was 
funny, talkative, everyone loved 
her and everyone she loved. But you see, 
Lili is no more. The little sweet Lili is 
broken; her fragile heart couldn't stand 
all the trauma she's been through. Lili is 
gone, and there's only me, the ugly 
monster this harsh world has created. 
There's only me now, the heartless 
creature that loves the dark and only 
seeks company of her demons and 
shadows, for I no longer trust any 
human or feel at ease talking with one. 
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Lili is gone forever, and I wish I 
were gone too. 
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Her... 


You might think she’s a forgotten elf, or 
a lost fairy seeking her way back to 
magic-land, but she is only human, 
made of flesh and blood, same as you 
and I. 

She’s a survivor, an injured warrior who 
is still recovering, from a war she never 
intended going to, a battle she always 
ran away from, until she got caught in it, 
and was forced to fight for her survival, a 
fight she lost. 

She has always been known being calm, 
sweet and kind. Her gestures were 
smooth and her smile enlightened her 
pure face, making of her, that little child, 
a beautiful masterpiece, caught between 
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the face of an angel, and the look of a 
tormented demon. 

She indeed had a kind heart, never 
harmed, or wished to harm any creature. 
She couldn’t bear seeing other creatures 
being hurt. 

She even cried whenever someone 
stepped on an ant, hysterically, as if she 
was being tortured. “I feel its agony,” 
she said one day, “I hear its screams for 
deliverance, and that pain haunts me in 
my dreams, burns me from the inside 
and makes me suffocate until its soul 
leaves the human world and its body 
becomes stardust again.” 

They labeled her ‘mad’ for a long while, 
and that made her childhood a living 
nightmare. Children ran away from her, 
laughed at her whenever she kneeled 


~ 50 ~ 



Whispers of the night 


down trying to rescue a puppy or an 
insect, a plant or a bee. She was the 
awkward, young girl. The girl followed 
by demons. 

The unwanted, the unloved. 

The monster. 

Her parents did all they could to heal 
her wounded heart and make her forget 
the cruelty of people. They would take 
long walks as the night falls. 

Talk to the angry waves and whisper to 
the moon that they had a marvelous 
child. 

One of a kind. 

One in a world. 

They would hold her freezing hands and 
sing her lullabies on the road, trying to 
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make her fall asleep, for insomnia has 
made of her a companion it never leaves. 
For she was haunted by the voices of 
cruel kids, and the shouts of all souls in 
agony. 

She lived alone, and lonely she remained, 
until her parents came home at noon, 
and offered her parts of their hearts to 
heal hers, which was in a desperate need 
of care and attention, in a 
desperate need of love and 

understanding. 

She couldn’t look at her reflection in the 
mirror. She couldn’t stand the eyes of the 
girl looking at her. She said, “She is 
blaming me for everything; she hates me, 
and wishes I was never born. She says 
I’m a monster, a cursed girl, and that 
everything I touch will fade and die”. 
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Her mother stayed up entire nights, 
trying to comfort her lonely girl with her 
soft voice and warm hugs, but the child 
remained still as a stone, cold as a 
corpse, and dark as a soulless body. 

There was no light in her face, no life in 
her eyes, and no softness in her 
manners. 

She was turning into a monster. 

A real one. 

Her mother couldn’t bear to see her child 
suffering, sinking into depression, being 
captured by darkness and being unable 
to do anything about it. 

Her hope slowly died in her, and every 
drop of life and joy vanished in her heart, 
as she saw her child becoming heartless. 
Sadness followed her in every step, and 
soon was followed by depression. 
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Depression sucked all what’s left of the 
life in her. 

The little girl found her corpse a week 
after she died. 

For her father got another job, miles 
away from them, and for the child didn’t 
leave her room in days. 

The little girl screamed all of shouts she 
harbored, all of the frustration, all of the 
anger. 

Then fainted and fell on the bed, lying 
next to her mother. 

Both were found the day that followed, 
holding hands, smiling to an unseen 
presence. 

They lived in sadness but died with a 
smile. 
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A smile they couldn’t have while alive, 
so death stole it for them. 

And that is the story of “her”. 
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How Are You? 

The basic question everyone tends to ask 
at meetings and small chats. 

But have you ever, really answered 
honestly? 

I strongly doubt it. 

For we always say “fine”, the automatic 
answer everyone gives, without even 
thinking of what they really are feeling. 
We reply fine, even if the world around 
us collapsed and took everything we 
ever loved with it. 

We say fine, even if we have seen all we 
ever dreamed for fall and turn into ash, 
even if all the worst possible scenarios 
have happened to us, even if we had our 
bones ripped off and our souls burnt. 
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We say fine, even if we no longer know 
what’s fine and what’s not. Even if we no 
longer can remember the last time we 
smiled or laughed. 

We say fine, even if overthinking is 
slowly killing us, breaking everything in 
our minds and destroying everything 
around us. 

We say fine, even if we have lost every 
bit of hope we once kept in our gardens, 
even if we have lost every battle. 

Even if we no longer know who we are, 
no longer know what to feel. 

We say fine, even if we’re being 
swallowed into the black hole of 
depression, losing every ray of faith and 
hope. 

So, I’m asking again “How are you?” 
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Oh, Long Night... 

Oh, long night, thou who carries my 
broken heart, along the dark valleys of 
death, making it feel what it never felt, 
making it see what it never saw. 

Oh, long night, you who has brought my 
past, on a melting plate of fire, to make 
my mind get darker and remember the 
hurt I got. 

Oh, long night, why can’t I sleep, nor can 
I hide my tears. I’ve had enough of this 
life, only knew some cold and rough 
places wherever I went. 

Oh, long night! May you be merciful for 
once, and save my falling soul from the 
ice that’s freezing the empathy I still 
have. 

Oh long night, it’s been long since your 
start. I do miss the rays of my sun, or at 
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least let me see that silver smile, on my 
dear lonely friend the moon that you’ve 
hidden far. Please, let some light get in 
my heart before it’s too late. 

Oh, long night, my pain is only getting 
bigger, my injuries only losing much 
blood, I may not make it until the 
aurora, so I beg of you to let me see some 
brightness again before my eyes close 
forever; before my life gets to its end. 

Oh, long night, I can’t wait more than 
that, nor can I bear to suffer any longer, 
I’m leaving you now, I’m leaving this 
weak and pale body of mine, that you 
carried all this time by your cold dark 
winds. 

Oh, long night, may you never last, but 
I’m afraid I have to go, my death is 
calling from above and this time I can 
only do what I was always meant for. 
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Oh, long night, you who were tearing 
apart all of the surviving hopes I had, 
may you leave my soul and let it reach 
the eternity it always aimed for. 
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We are the only ones capable of causing 
harm to ourselves. 

By simply trusting others too much. 
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Worry not if the world defeated you 
today, my darling. 

For you shall conquer other unseen 
lands tomorrow 

And make the entire globe witness your 
landing 

As a great power, annihilating all the 
pain and sorrow 

That has for a while imprisoned us, 
fragile humans. 

And kept the light of hope beyond our 
narrow horizons. 

You shall save the world my dear, 
someday. 

But as for the current times, teach 
yourself how to cast away 
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All the fears that haunt your mind and 
trouble your soul. 

You will be on top, my dear, one day 
soon 

But first draw your goal, and listen to 
the moon 

Its whispers shall guide you in your 
night. 

And keep you company when nothing 
goes right. 
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I Will Be There for You 

Even when everything around 
falls down 

Even when insomnia doesn’t leave 
you till dawn 
I will be there for you. 

Even if the skies collapse at once 

Even if time breaks and stops 

I will be here for you 

Even if your soul freezes out 

And your heart drowns in doubt 

I’ll be there for you 

Even if nothing good in you is left 

Even if everything is lost in theft 

I will be there for you 
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Even if your days and nights 
become alike 

Even if you no longer can see 
the smallest spark 
I will be there for you 

Even if your universes vanish forever 
Even if darkness takes them over 
I will stand by you 
Even if you tear my heart apart 
And destroy the love we said will 
last I will stay by your side 
And guide you when you’re blind. 
For I will be your ray of light 
When all you can see is the dark. 
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I Will Give You the Sun 

I’ll give you the sun and the moons and 
the stars 

If you promise to listen to the shouts 
of my scars 

My hidden tears as they drop on 

my burning heart 

And my falling worlds as they 

break down in my mind 

I will be your light, your savior from the 

wicked dark 

Your fighter, your warrior, your 
only guiding spark 
If you hold my soul in yours and 
carry my pain 

If you mend my broken parts and fill 
my veins 
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With love and hope, with blood and rain 

I’ll tie you to me, as I’m tied to 
my destiny 

I’ll grow your dreams and fix your inner 
harmony 

If you’re ready to go and walk with me 
My demons and every haunting memory 

When every other life is in deep, 
silent agony 

Resting from the noise of the day 

Refugees in heavens and hells of 
their own cray 

I will bring you the sun, and the 
moon and the stars 
If you’re ready to feel my ash 

My blood 
My dark 
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And still be there in the morning 
Waiting for my night hell to end 
And my eyes to open again 
To look at you, savior 
And know that hope is not yet over 
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You’re Not Allowed 

You’re not allowed to see me cry 
You’re not allowed to touch my scars 
And sense the fear in my eyes 
Or feel my inside world fall and die 

You’re not allowed to witness 
my weakness 

Or watch me drown in total emptiness 
For I no longer hold on to brightness 
Or have the slightest desire of greatness 
You’re not allowed to fill my gaps 
Or look inside my mind when I collapse 

You’re not allowed to uncover 
my demons 

Or hunt them down with your weapons 
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For they are what made me survive 
The hell I’ve been living in for a while 
You’re not allowed to address my soul 
For it’s still pure and safe of wrong 
For it still tries to heal the wound 
Your world kept hurting for so long 

You’re not allowed to wander in 
my holly garden 

For all it has are faded flowers that 
won’t blossom 

Crushed by the winds of regret 
and boredom 

Drowned by all the tears that 
keep submerging 
All of my little hopes and 
secret wishes of dying 
With a smile on my cold, pale face 
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And a petal of hope to conclude my race 
Against depression, against falling 
Into the infinite well of denial 
You’re not allowed to hear me praying 
You’re not allowed to see the hidden me 
For all I am is a lost memory. 
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There's nothing to save of me, 
and nothing to save me from. 
For I am both the monster, and 

the victim. 
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I lost a bit of myself in the process of 


recovering from my past injuries, trying 


to find my way to the light and save the 


good that’s left in me. 
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I'm kept a hostage, in my mind's prison, 
tied to a thousand thoughts and worry, 
my legs are chained to a heavy bed 
where the sheets are covering and my 
knees are weary. Not breathing, unable 
to see light, unable to feel my toes, my 
blood is freezing, and so is my heart. 
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It’s 4 AM. 

Everyone's asleep. All life is now at rest. 

There's only me, facing the ceiling, 
thinking of one hundred reasons to stay 
awake. 

To watch, to observe the nightglow, to 
listen to the fugitive whispers, those 
that nocturnal winds send to the rightful 
ones, those who will carry around the 
cosmic messages and keep secret the 
mysteries of the hidden, of the unseen. 


But I'm not alone. 

There's something moving, towards me. 
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There's something, touching me, playing 
with my hair, hugging me. 

A warm presence. 

“Who are you?” I said, with a trembling 
tone, “and what do you seek from 
visiting me?” 

“I'm nothing but a restless soul,” my 
voice echoed, in a more confident tone, “a 
chaotic mind that thinks of death in a 
moment then thrive for life in the next!” 

I'm messed up, I'm one of the lost 
cases that no one ever notices. 

No one ever succeeded at piercing 
through the veil I put on my insides. 

No one ever could look through my cold 
eyes and see my soul, burning in 
flames, shouting, screaming for help. 
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"What help?" The creature finally asked. 

“Of those who see but are never 
seen,” the voice replied again. 

“Of those like you, shadows, who haunt 
my nights and steal away my dreams. 

Of those in the corners, watching 
every step the living take. 

Counting seconds before death strikes”. 
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Thank you 

Thank you, readers, for getting along 
with my crumbled thoughts and messy 
words. 

For listening to my inner shouts and 
feeling my little scars. 

Thank you for your time, thank you for 
your patience. 


H.D 
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